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Summary: For eighteen years Amaranth Clemantina Peverall has waisted 
away in Azkaban, but when a chance of freedom comes her way, she 
takes it. But somewhere, in the mind of a Peverall, there is a Gaunt 
and a Selwyn and as the wizarding world learns of her connection to 
the Dark Lord and her unusual heritage, one question will remain on 
their lips. Did she join him, or betray him? 


The Trials of a Peverall 
**Chapter One** 

**Deals and the Forked Tongue** 

**9th of December 1998** 

Amaranth Clementina Peverall wasn't a kind woman, and that had only 
intensified through the years she had spent in Azkaban, so she was 
rather surprised to find Kingsley Shacklebolt a€" the newly appointed 
Minister for Magic a€" standing outside her cellaCl a cell she had 
once shared with her husband. A thick lump suddenly caught in her 
throat as she rose from the dirt stained mattress, and with a large 
gulp, she fought the tears that threatened to erupt from her 
eyesaC 1 she would not show emotionaC 1 emotions led to hurt. 

"Well," she hissed, her dark green eyes flickering to Kingsley's face 
like a dangerous and uncontrollable flame, "what do you want?" 

The auror who stood beside the dark skinned man clenched his fists, 
however, Kingsley took no notice, and it took Amaranth a couple of 
seconds to realise that he was staring at the three scars that ran 
down her neck and beneath the loose prison dress that covered her 
sickly form. The Death Eater frowned, and with a tug to her dress, 
the scars disappeared. 

"How are they treating you?" whispered Kingsley, in a dazed sort of 
voice. Amaranth snorted and rolled her grass coloured eyes. 



"Dogs are treated better than us lot, " she snapped as she scratched 
the side of her head with her talon-like nails. "Then again, with the 
dementors gone I wouldn't expect anything less. We are your enemies 
after all, " 

She flashed Kingsley a violent smile that seamed to kiss her lips. 

The auror coughed, shivered and glanced at the floor. Amaranth's eyes 
never left Kingsley's own as the Minister of Magic delved deep into 
his robe pocket. Amaranth flinched, expecting a wand, but what the 
ex-auror pulled out of his robes made a dry laugh escape her cracked 
lips . 

"Are you going to write my will?" she gasped as she clutched her side 
as her rotten teeth flashed. "Are you going to kill me that 
soon? " 

Kingsley didn't explain as he pulled up a stool that was usually 
reserved for the night guard, sat and began to write. 

"Amaranth Clementina Peverall, " he said as his nib scratched against 
the parchment, "from the Houses of Gaunt, Selwyn, Slytherin, and 
Peverall; daughter of Terrin Ezra and Amoret Memphis Peverall; wife 
to Order of the Phoenix member, Sirius Black and the first cousin 
once-removed to the Dark Lord, Tom Marvolo Riddle, allis: Lord 
Voldemort. You have been found guilty of second and first-degree 
murder, torture; espionage; arson; incantation of the Three 
Unforgivable Curses; the murder of Marlene McKinnon and rapeaC"" 

A loud hiss escaped from Amaranth's lips and for a second, Kingsley 
halted, his mouth dry and then with a deep breath he continued. 

"Do you deny it, " 

"I admit to the Unf orgivables . You would use them too if, a€" if you 
grew up in the hell hole like I did. You would too if a Dark Lord had 
a wand pressed to your throat a€" you would to if you knew he 
murdered your parents." Amaranth had now risen, to her feet, her 
hands now wrapping around the bars as if they were the necks of her 
enemies. "You would kill and torture if your own life was on the 
line, but I never murdered Marlene nor rape anyone! They are 
lies!" 


Kingsley raised an eyebrow and placed his quill on his 
parchment . 

"Since you never got a trial, I have decided that you need one, 
however, upon the recording of my notes that I will present to the 
Wizengamot and it is they who will determine your fate. If they see 
you guilty you will die a€"" 

"Hey!" interrupted Amaranth, her eyes blazing. "That's not 
fair! " 

Kingsley ignored her as if she were a moth that was tangled in a 
spider ' s web . 

"a€" if you are found innocent, then you will be released, free of 
charge and your daughter will be returned to you, " 



"Where is Amoret?" whispered Amaranth, as she placed her hands on her 
stomach as if she could still feel her daughter moving around, even 
though it had been over seventeen years since her daughter lay in her 
arms. "Where is my daughter?" 

"I'm afraid I cannot disclose her whereabouts, however, I can tell 
you that she is safe, " 

Amaranth closed her eyes, before she collapsed to the stone ground, 
gripping at her hair. 

"So, " continued Kingsley, his eyes trained on the woman who lay 
sprawled in front of him, "do we have a deal?" 

For several seconds. Amaranth didn't say anything, and then, she 
lowered her hands from her rat like strands and fixed Kingsley a 
harsh look. 

"Where do you want me to begin?" she hissed, her forked tongue 
flickering in and out of her mouth as her eyes glowed an unnatural 
red. Kingsley breathed harshly through his nose before he picked up 
his quill, licked it and pressed it back to the parchment. 

"How about from the beginning?" 

"The beginning of where?" asked Amaranth, her once light eyes now 
dark with a burning scarlet. 

"The day you met your cousin. The day you met Lord 
Voldemort . " 

Amaranth growled but, eventually after several seconds she 
obliged . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>lst of April 1970<strong> 

The day Amaranth's parents died was the day she was moved to Wool's 
Orphanage. It was strange, instead of her parents handing her over to 
a distant cousin or her aunt like she had expected to appear at the 
reading of her parents Will, the young girl had been directed to the 
cursed orphanage that her great-aunt Merope had died in. 

As the dark haired girl traced her finger across the windowpane of 
her bedroom window, following the rain that fell from the snake-like 
clouds, she never thought that the spindly figure in a black coat was 
coming for her. 

It had been two years since her parents a€" Terrin and Amoret a€" had 
died and although Amaranth had been only a measly nine-year-old, she 
remembered one thing above the rest. Her parents were magical and the 
odd burst of magical energy that erupted from her was because of 
them. All her odd gifts, a€" that made the other orphans in Wool's 
Orphanage absolutely terrified of her a€" gifts such as being able to 
talk to snakes and move objects with her mind had made the dark 
haired girl a subject to bullying. 


Not that Amaranth cared. They could bully her all they wanted but in 
the end, the child would wake up with a grass snake a€" or once while 



Mrs Grand took the Orphans out camping a€" an adder wrapped around 
her hands. She was never alone. 


The parchment of an opened letter felt soft beneath her rough fingers 
a€" the result of scrubbing the floors of the bathrooms one to many 
times a€" and as a quiet knock filled the girl's ears and her door 
opened she would never have expected the tall man to stride into her 
room . 

"Amaranth, " whispered Mrs Grand, a kind smile on her usually stern 
features, "you have a visitor, " 

The girl turned, her once bright eyes now dull and as they settled on 
the pale figure who stood before her, she couldn't help but recognise 
him from somewhere. He stood, powerful and strong, his dark hair 
falling over his pointed features with a long nose that was vaguely 
familiar a€" it was later, much later that Amaranth would realise 
that she looked at that nose nearly every day in the mirror. His dark 
eyes glanced around the room as if he were inspecting it, and as his 
eyes finally settled on Amaranth herself, she couldn't help but 
shiver. They were her mother's eyes. 

"Please leave us, " whispered the man and it took Amaranth several 
seconds to realise that he was talking to Mrs Grand. The blonde 
haired blinked, as if under a spell before she turned, shutting the 
door behind her, leaving the young girl with the familiar stranger 
whom she'd never met. 

"So," whispered the man as he gazed around the cream coloured walls, 
"this room certainly has changed." 

It took Amaranth several seconds to realise the man wasn't speaking 
English, in fact, his lips weren't even moving. He was speaking in 
Parseltonguea€ 1 in her head. Amaranth's invisible barrier suddenly 
erupted around her mind a€" just as her mother had taught her many 
years ago a€" and the man smirked as he tapped his head with a long, 
pale finger. 

"Green walls," he said as if it were the most amusing thing he'd seen 
all day, "green bedroom walls, very classy. But not here," 

"Who are you?" hissed Amaranth, in perfect English. Her voice was 
sore, she hadn't spoken in a while and she winced. She wanted to 
sound strong, a€" strong like her mother had been a€" but instead, 
her voice was as subtle and as quiet as a mouse ... hardly a 
snake ... Salazar Slytherin would have been absolutely furious and 
ashamed of her. The heir of Slytherin rolled her shoulders back as 
the man stalked towards her. 

Amaranth's calm demeanour shattered into a million pieces as the man 
gripped the base of her chin, forcing her to stare into his cold, 
dark eyes. 

"You look like my mother, " he whispered. "Without her eyes, of 
course, their Selwyn, " 

Amaranth growled and ripped her chin out of the man's grip, however 
as she stood, back against the wall, she knew that somehow she was 
related to him. 



"Who are you?" asked Amaranth again, this time, hissing in the 
language of snakes. The man looked slightly surprised and then, a 
cruel smirk curled on his lips and he stepped back before he 
gracefully sat on her bed. Amaranth didn't move from the wall, her 
legs were bound together as if held by the scaly bodies of 
snakes . 

"This used to be my room," said the man, ignoring Amaranth's question 
all together, "I hated it," 

Amaranth decided not to say anything. If this man could speak 
parseltongue, it meant that he was either an heir of Slytherin or had 
taught himself the language and the only people who could have taught 
him, where her parents and they were dead. 

"My mother died here, " said the man and Amaranth slowly detached 
herself from the wall and approached the man, "she'd buried in the 
church ' s grounds . " 

Amaranth still didn't say anything, her lips were snapped shut as if 
tied by an invisible string and she had a feeling it was also to do 
with the man. And then, from the pocket of his jacket he pulled out a 
wand. It was long and for some strange reason. Amaranth knew that it 
was made of Yew wood. With a light flick. Amaranth's trunk suddenly 
slipped out from underneath her bed; the narrow wardrobe flew open; 
her desk exploded and as socks, clothes and pieces of paper flew 
around her room. Amaranth's mouth dropped open. He was a 
wizard . 

"How,a€"" she whispered her eyes wide. "Whya€"Whena€"What ? " 

The man raised an eyebrow as her things folded themselves into her 
trunk and smiled. 

"Amaranth, would you like to come and live with me?" 

It was like a dream had come true. Nobody ever wanted the 'strange 
girl' the 'crazy girl', and now, someone was standing in front of 
her. Granted, he scared her a little bit but Amaranth had never been 
good with people. Later, the girl would regret her decision but at 
the time, it was as if someone had dropped a bucket of galleons right 
in front of her. 

"Yes, please, " she finally gasped. The man nodded and with a wave of 
his hand, the lid of her trunk snapped into place. 

"Good, " he said, handing her a black coat that suddenly appeared in 
his hands. "I'll inform Mrs Grand," and with that, the man swept out 
of the room. 

Amaranth's hand tingled with excitement as she pulled on the long 
coat. Finally, she'd have a home. She never questioned why the man 
was rather old for adopting a child, she was too excited. If she had, 
she might have asked other questions, questions that should have been 
obvious . 

Like how Mrs Grand never came to hug her goodbye like all the other 
children; how, as she grasped the man's hand, she realised how cold 
it was or how as the two left by apparition, his eyes glowed a 
scarlet red. The two landed rather violently outside a pair of grand 



gates and Amaranth frowned, the man who ' d adopted her didn't seem 
that rich. 


"Where are we?" asked Amaranth, her child-like question hanging in 
the air. However, her question was answered as the gates swung open 
and a tall woman with thick, lustrous hair stalked out. Amaranth 
assumed that it must be his wife and a€" like before a€" she never 
questioned why she was several years younger. The questions only 
began to swim around in her head when the woman bowed. 

"My Lord, " she whispered, "Rodolphus and I are very, very humbled 
that you are using our little home as your residence, please, come 

in, " 

'Little' wasn't a word Amaranth would have described the house. It 
was more of a manor house and as the 'Lord' pulled Amaranth through 
the gates, she never noticed him change. It was only later that she 
would see his skin, change, becoming, a€" becoming waxier and 
reptilian or the whites of his eyes disappearing behind a wall of 
bloodshot red. 

"Where are we?" asked Amaranth again as the two followed the woman 
through the large doors of the manor. But, like before, the 'Lord' 
didn't answer. House elves scuttled around the shadow cast halls, 
nervously pressing themselves to each wall as the three passed. It 
was the screams of a boy which told Amaranth something was wrong. As 
the three entered a large room, the screaming began. 

"Please!" a woman screamed, her blue eyes wide. "I don't know 
anything! Please don't hurt my son!" 

Amaranth's heart stopped as her eyes settled on a small woman, 
kneeling in front of a man with dark hair the colour of ebony. He 
stood proud and tall, a slithering black mark etched on his left 
forearm . 

"Shut up," snarled the man as he pressed the woman's face to the 
floor with the heel of his booted foot, "you filthy little 
mudblood ! " 

"But we don'ta€"" 

The woman's desperate voice was cut off as the man pointed his wand 
at her and bellowed, 

"CRUS 10! " 

Amaranth clamped her hands over her ears as the woman's screams 
filled the air and her body began to shake. 

"Stop it!" she suddenly cried, as she dropped to her knees, unable to 
shut out the woman's bloodcurdling screams or the horribly twisted 
image that lay before her any longer. "Stop it!" 

Surprisingly, the man obliged a€" although if Amaranth had been 
watching a€" it was because of the 'Lord's' presence more than 
anything . 

"My Lord, " the man whispered, bowing towards him as Amaranth lay 
crumpled at the 'Lord's' feet. "Do you want me to torture her 



too?" 


"No," whispered the 'Lord' his voice very different now, "let me talk 
to hera€ 1 alone, " 

The two obliged, however, they left their two prisoners to whimper in 
distress on the floor. Amaranth felt the 'Lord's' spider like fingers 
run over her thick hair as he passed her. She didn't dare glance up 
at him, she didn't want to. 

"Amaranth," the 'Lord' hissed, sound even more like a snake than she 
did. "Little Amaranth Peveralla€"" one of the prisoners gasped, but 
the 'Lord' ignored him, "a€" do you want to know why your parents 
forced you to enter Wool's?" 

Amaranth didn't answer. 

"Because," said the 'Lord', "they wanted you to be safe, safe from 


The man's gaze settled on her, but still, she never raised her 
head . 

"Look at me when I'm talking to you, girl!" snapped the 'Lord' and 
then. Amaranth's neck was being wrenched upward, her face violently 
following pursuit. If she could have gasped, she would have. The 
'Lord's' skin reminded the young girl of marble and the red eyes that 
bore from a layer of greying hair made her shiver. 

"Do you know who I am?" he asked, wand in hand. With what little 
determination she had left. Amaranth shook her head. The 'Lord' 
hummed, as if slightly offended. "My name is Tom Marvolo 
Riddle, " 

Amaranth internally frowned. That name sounded familiar. 

"Or, as I prefer. Lord Voldemort, " 

As the Dark Lord released his spell on the eleven-year-old she 
collapsed into a state of tears. Suddenly, everything made sense. Her 
parents insistent Will, the way Mrs Grant had never come to hug her 
and the strange feeling of doubt that had settled at the back of her 
mind whispering to her that his was all too good to be true. 

Her face was roughly gripped by Lord Voldemort again, but this time 
it was physical, as he forced her to look up into his face. To 
Amaranth, he looked worse up close and as her eyes trailed down his 
slit-like nose where the glamour had once lain a cold finger trailed 
down her cheek. 

"You look so much like my mother a€" your great-aunt Merope, " 

"The woman who married a muggle, " Amaranth said without thinking. The 
loud slap that ricocheted through the hall made the two prisoners 
wince . 

"Shut up!" hissed Lord Voldemort as he peered down on Amaranth, his 
fingers pressing against her mouth, "Shut up!" 


And then, his fingers were prying against her chin, forcing the young 



girl to open her mouth. Amaranth would have screamed if he hadn't 
grabbed her tongue and pressed her wand against the fold of her 
tongue. A horrible, burning sensation suddenly shot through her mouth 
and as Amaranth tried to push herself away from the mad man, the Dark 
Lord laughed. 

By the time Lord Voldemort had removed his wand, blood soaked the 
inside of her mouth and spilt out from the corner of her lips. She 
opened her mouth to speak and the red liquid sloshed onto the ground 
below, causing the young girl to cough and splutter rather violently. 
Lord Voldemort, stood, grinning above her as he wiped his wand on 
Amaranth's cheek as if she was nothing but paper. 

"Now," said Lord Voldemort as he snatched Amaranth's chin again, "you 
will do what any of my followers and I suggest or say. Do you 
understand Amaranth?" 

The girl nodded. 

"Good," stated Lord Voldemort as he pushed Amaranth's chin away, 
causing the young girl to topple to the floor. "Bellatrix!" 

The woman a€" Bellatrix a€" reentered the room, carefully fingering 
her wand as she locked lustful eyes with the Dark Lord. 

"Yes, my Lord?" Bellatrix asked, bowing profoundly. 

"Take the girl to a room, " said Lord Voldemort, indicating to the 
quivering girl. "Find her suitable clothes to wear and burn 
everything else, " 

Bellatrix' s eyes narrowed slightly, but just like before, she 
bowed . 

"Of course, my Lord, " she said before she stalked towards Amaranth 
and pulled her up by her long hair. "Come on you brat!" 

Amaranth was dragged to her feet and just before Bellatrix could drag 
her though the door. Lord Voldemort called, 

"Wait!" The Dark Lord was suddenly upon her, his black robes wrapping 
themselves around her lithe body. 

"Bellatrix, " Lord Voldemort whispered, his gaze never leaving 
Amaranth's quivering own, "give the girl your wand," 

Bellatrix reluctantly obliged and soon Amaranth felt the cool wood of 
Madam Lestrange's Voldemort gripped her by the shoulders and turned 
her to face the two quivering prisoners. The Dark Lord suddenly 
pressed his lips to Amaranth's ear and with a low whisper that turned 
her blood to ice, he whispered, 

"Kill them, " 

Amaranth shook her head and Lord Voldemort gripped her head again, 
forcing him to face her. 

"Kill them," he hissed, this time in parseltongue . "Or, I'll kill 
you, " 



Amaranth's lip tightened. She didn't want to die, not now. With that. 
Amaranth raised Bellatrix's wand. 

"Please," the woman begged as she clasped her hands together. "You're 
only a child, " 

Two green flashes filled the room and the woman and her son's bodies 
slumped, they're horrified expressions causing Amaranth to drop the 
wand in fear. She'd, a€" she'd killed. Lord Voldemort ' s sharp laugh 
filled her ears as Bellatrix snatched up her own wand. 

"Well, done Amaranth, " hissed Lord Voldemort as he rapped the top of 
her head with his wand, causing her tongue to heal and the blood to 
vanish. "Very well, done indeed," 

However, Amaranth didn't even noticed the blood had disappeared from 
her mouth, she just stared, horrified at the two people she had just 
murdered. She never noticed Lord Voldemort pressing his wand into her 
left forearm or the tingling sensation travelling through it. She was 
numb, terrified and alone, and as Bellatrix dragged her out the room 
by her hair and up a flight of stairs, she didn't say anything, as if 
she were a ghost. 

The girl made no sound as she was tossed into a room; Bellatrix 
clawing at her clothes, ripping them to shreds. A black robe was 
thrown her way, but she didn't put it on, her arms were too heavy. 
Bellatrix left after that, grumbling about childish behaviour. 
Amaranth never moved from the floor and it was only when a house elf 
entered the room; helping her change into the robe and her to her 
feet did the witch glance towards an ornate mirror that stood above 
the fireplace. 

Her face was pale, sweaty and her eyes were wide, like a startled 
rabbit. She didn't look like a murderer and if the girl thought hard 
enough she could almost convince herself that she was still in her 
room at Wool's. But she couldn't and as the house elf left, she stuck 
her tongue out. It now lay, split in two, like a snake's forked 
tongue or as Amaranth saw it a€" a constant reminder of what she'd 
done . 

The girl shivered and reigned her tongue back into her mouth. She 
wouldn't talk, not if she could help it, and as Amaranth flung 
herself onto the bed, finally letting the tears roll down her face, 
she never noticed the wriggling mark that traveled up her left 
forearm . 

She now a€" regrettably a€" understood her relation to Lord 
Voldemort, or Tom Marvolo Riddle or whatever he wanted to go by. He 
was her cousin and now, guardian and she was trapped in his grip, 
like a spider's web. 


End 
f ile . 



